I wake up in a dazed confusion, my eyes heavy from the night prior, and I realize that I am not safe and sound, sleeping in my bed.  As a matter of fact, I'm being held standing by my wrists in a pair of metal shackles, naked as the day I was born.  After a few seconds of silent panic, I attempt to move and get out of them, but with no luck.

It's nearly pitch-black; I can hardly see anything save for a few shafts of moonlight outside from a barred-up window that is on the opposite side of the room.  The cold air and damp feeling stirring around the room tells me that I'm in a basement of some sort.

I am embarrased by this situation... I cannot see anything but I have this nervous sensation that I am being watched, that someone is looking over my naked body, looking at my gigantic breasts quivering in the moonlight, and that my two large dicks are stirring at the mere thought of someone looking at me... oh no, no, I don't want to get excited, not at a time like this...

...but by the time I feel it, it's already too late.  The cool air rushng against my body is making my blood course through my veins, making my twincocks ache and throb as they swell larger and larger, lifting themselves and announcing themselves proudly, much to my sheer embarassment...

...Who's that?  I look about in the darkness, hearing a faint shuffle.  My fears were confirmed, someone else is in this room with me... I twist my body around to face the one slowly making their way towards me, then almost immediately try to back off fruitlessly due to the shackles holding me to the spot where I stand.  My breathing becomes ragged and shaky out of fright as I sense the person nearing ever closer, my body almost refusing to cooperate and petrified with fear...

I feel a cold hand wrap itself around one of my cocks... I let out a shrill cry as I was not expecting a hand so cold... and yet, it seems friendly, and begins to warm as it gently massages the skin... as if under a spell, the scared feeling melts away ever so slightly as they gently continue to stroke me, gentle moans escaping from my lips as I continue to also tremble nervously.

"There there, my pet," a male voice speaks softly, "Have no worries."  With this final word he slips a large soft sheath over the dick he was holding, sliding it down right to the base.  The warmth envelops my entire cock, and I feel a slight tug on the tip as well as a pleasurable feeling of gentle suction being applied... I let out another cry - this time, of full pleasure - as this sheath gently milks my cock.  The feeling is so incredible that I hardly notice him repeating the same motion on my second cock, and only once it, too, begins sucking, do I realize the gentle action is exciting me intensely.  I close my eyes and moan with every breath as the strange contraption continues ceaselessly on me...

A sudden tug on my nipples and I realize that this person also has something for my breasts, a pair of suction-cup-type nozzles that also apply a gentle suckle as he affixes them directly on my rock-hard nipples.  Whatever is gently sucking on my nipples and my cocks, it is silent and deliberate, sucking only for a second at most, one at a time, turning from one cock to a nipple, then back to the other cock, then the other nipple... it works continuously, genly sucking and releasing, gripping and releasing, milking me, making my body ache, wanting more...

Almost unexpectedly, I feel the familiar sensation in my cocks as they begin to twitch against the pattern that I've been used to for at least half an hour now... I feel sore from the constant pressure, and my nipples are feeling sensitive but are relentlessly sucked upon, and it feels so good, I don't want the feelings to stop... I feel the cum ready to release, and I explode in the tubes, feeling it suck down the cum greedily as I feel wave after wave flow from my body...  I let out a scream of passion as the release finally hits me, crashing over my brain.  I let the shackles hold me up as my legs have turned to jelly and I cannot stand.

...and yet, the pumps continue.  No, please!  I scream in my mind.  My cocks, incredibly sensitive, being manipulated this way, are tingling all over.  I can't take being handled after cumming, but I have no choice, I can't release the bonds or the sheaths, and yet they continue to mercilessly and robotically tug at my sensitive cocks and nipples.

That's when I started feeling an unusual sensation in my breasts.  It was a feeling I couldn't explain right away, as I had never felt it before, but it felt like something was building up behind my nipples, and I couldn't release it.  I was nervous, scared and not knowing what was happening to me, and I was frightened of what they have done to me... a few seconds later and the pressure was unbearable, so with a cry I suddenly tensed up -

- And milk began flowing from my giant tits.  The suction cups continued their suckling on my breasts, which only coaxed out ore milk from my round globes.  Now that it's started, I can't stop the flow, considering the constant pressure pulling more and more milk from me...

~~~~~

It has been a few weeks since I have been "kidnapped" as it were, contained by an unknown person, and held against my will.  The person (or perhaps, persons) responsible for my restraint have been very kind to me in keeping me fed, happy and pleasured, however...

...But I'm not here to continue my story on how they feed me...

Let me tell you about what's happened to me over the past little while, at least.  While I have been happy and well-fed the whole time, they never took the vacuum-tubes off my nipples and cocks.  Since the start, they've turned down the intensity to prevent me from passing out from overstimulation - but at the same time, the gentle pulsing and throbbing has essentially left me quivering, my twincocks constantly aroused and constantly leaking, with the occasional flood from cumming.  My breasts have continued to be milked ever since as well, and they don't seem to stopping anytime, soon, either... even now, I can feel the milk being drained from my chest... come to think of it, my tits definitely seem larger... probably also from the extreme and constant stimulation.

They've also thankfully dropped the chains enough so that I can kneel down.  My legs weren't able to hold out for very long, let me tell you...

However, today was a treat for me.  The feelings I had felt today were just as intense as anything as I realized that the suction was being turned off.  From the shadows, a figure emerged and silently removed the devices from my body, the cool air from the room immediately enveloping my cocks and nipples, sore but tingling.  Even in the darkness, I could see and sense that I was totally erect, and everything was aching and pulsing in time to my heartbeat.  My cocks ached from the tips right down to the base, my neglected pussy dripping and twiching in anticipation...

After a few moments of hearing nothing but my own heavy breathing, I came to realize that I felt damp.  While I couldn't move my hands to feel my own body - torture in itself - I discovered that due to the constant pressure incurred over the past few weeks, that I was still lactating and leaking precum at an astounding rate, slicking my breasts, belly and cocks as it ran down my legs and began a small puddle around my knees.

"You have been very obedient", said a male unseen voice.  I attempted to look around to determine the source but failed.  "We have a little present for you."

In the silence following the two sentences I heard two sets of footsteps walking on the stone behind me, followed by a soft gasp - a gasp from a female.  I hadn't heard a female voice since I was "captured", so to speak, not even my own.  I turned to look at the woman behind me, but she was just out of my sight, but I could sense she was approaching me cautiously.

A delicate hand ran down my back - I jumped initially, but the warm, soft skin felt good to the touch and I welcomed it with a gentle moan of my own.  Her hands softly massaged my back, running up around my shoulders, and giving a pleasant massage.  I rubbed my cheek against her hand, and without a second thought, began to suckle on one of her fingers seductively.

The woman, returning a delicate moan of her own, circled around to show herself to me, continuing to run her hands over my body, but now focusing on my two cocks which were twitching visibly.  Her naked body was smooth and soft, and even in the darkness I could make out her pale white skin, her tiny frame, her massive chest, and a gorgeous face surrounded by beautiful brown shoulder-length hair, watching over my body with a silent lust, one of her gentle hands now stroking my twincocks, slick with my precum and aching for release, the other caressing my breast and licking the milk from her fingers.

She leaned forward and planted a deep kiss on my lips.  I was unable to hold back - not that I wanted to - and kissed her passionately in return.  I could taste my milk on her lips, as her skilled hands continued to gently pump my cocks.  She pressed our bodies closer together, letting me feel her marvelous chest with my dicks...

"Can you stand?" she asked, biting her lip nervously.  I nodded, my voice unable to be heard, and with some nervous wobbling, I managed to stand up again on my legs.  She remained  to kneel below me, and gently began to suck on one of my cocks.  The pleasure overwhelmed me as if I had not experienced such incredible lips for years and I suddenly was unable to hold back, spraying cum over her pretty face and chest.  My legs buckle slightly but I remain upright as I find the chains have lifted again, keeping me upright.

The quiet woman, saying not a word, turns around and leans over to present herself to me, her own pussy wet with desire.  The only words I hear from her lips are "fuck me."  The minute my cocks pressed up against her pussy and her backside, she pressed against me, sinking both deep within herself, almost taking half of my entire length in a single stroke.  Both of us moan in intense pleasure as we feel sensations we have never felt before - no-one has ever taken both twincocks, much less so deep, and I can't resist but to thrust my hips in unison to her unwavering thrusts, taking as much as she can inside as I feel every stroke from my ultrasensitive cocks...

I cannot tell you how long we continued on like this... our bodies had intertwined and acted as one for an eternity, I couldn't keep track of the number of times I had cum, and so intesely... and yet, I never gave up, and continued to thrust as deep as I could, as if my life depended on it.  The woman never gave up, either, and was relentless in staying attached to my twincocks, as if needing them to breathe.  It was only when she fell forward onto the floor that we stopped, both of us exhausted beyond belief, my cocks still twitching...

"We see you are enjoying your new playmate..." was all that I heard before I passed out...

~~~

It has now been another two weeks of being confined in this dungeon-like setting.  I can tell when it is day or night from the light streaming in at the other end of the room, but alas I cannot see outside.  The light is coming from above, and all I can see in front of me is the typical setting of dark black rocks, forming a crude room of which I can only assume there is an entrance and a window of some sort.

Since being ...stimulated by the woman who was left with me, she has only returned twice, and each time she hung her head low, as if in shame.  The first time she returned to the room, she said not a word and injected something in my arm.  I felt very drowsy shortly thereafter and managed to sleep for what I can only assume is a long time.

The second time she returned was two nights ago, when she quietly slipped two sets of incredibly large  - and cold - metal tubes onto my twincocks, and the second smaller bulbs, though still strangely larger than necessary, on my nipples.  Compared to the tubes that I initially was given, these looked insanely large on my frame, easily a foot larger than they needed to be, and yet, for some reason, I could feel my shafts pressing against the inside of the pumps as if they were much smaller than I thought, and my nipples pressing against the chilly metal.

The suction returned shortly thereafter, the dull throb-throb-throb of a mechanical contraption doing its work.  However, I could sense that this was not as intense as last time, and after a short while, realized with desperation that I could not cum nor milk with the intensity that they had set the level at.  With a weakened voice, I struggled to request them to increase the pressure, but I felt no change and felt defeated after a few minutes of whispered pleading.  I lost consiousness shortly thereafter.

Something felt different when I awoke.  It was night when I woke up as I couldn't see anything (or perhaps they simply closed the shutter again), but I could feel that something was different.  My body was aching, the dull throbbing gently milking my nipples and dual cocks at such low levels was driving me mad, my body was tingling and sensitive to the slightest breezes.  A sudden clunk and I felt that I could drop to my knees once again, of which I welcomed as for some reason I felt incredibly heavy.

Heavy?  While trying to block out the sensations coming from my breasts and dicks, I realized that my chest had swollen somewhat, and was covering more of my ribcage than before.  It wobbled moreso than usual, I could only surmise that the milk I was meant to release had been gently storing up in my chest and was needing release, and yet the suction was not enough to draw out a single drop.  Likewise, I felt my cockheads somehow touching the ends of the sleeves that were placed on me...

The woman whom I enjoyed returned, and with another whispered attempt to request release, she pressed a finger to my lips and delicately plucked one of the bulbs off my nipple.  I could feel her moving arbout me, and I suddenly felt the welcome warmth of her lips encircling my aureole, then a gentle suckle.  I could not hold back, my milk burst forth is a heavily-concentrated gush of milk, which I could tell had surprised and pleased my helper.  She continued to suckle gently, running her tongue over the extended nipple, as her hands reached down and caressed the shafts outside of the tubes - wait a moment, I was certain the tbes were covering me completely...

With a simple motion, she pulled both sleeves off my twincocks, revealing to me to a gasp that they had grown considerably large... I would guess they may have added an extra ten inches to their length, with a thickness so large my little woman's hands could not encircle it... she gave a few simple strokes, tightly caressing my shafts and nibbling delicately on my nipple, when I cried out - the loudest I have cried since my 'capture' - and orgasmed, blowing a great load of cum across the room, landing with a wet "splat" across the dungeon floors and walls.

Again my little one placed her finger against my lips, then rose to give me a kiss full of my own sweet milky nectar, her body pressed against mine.  My body twitched in response, my mind blank and satiated, unsure as to what happened or how I got this way...

...and I liked what had happened...

~~~

It has been another three weeks, I fathom, since my last writings.  I don't know what's going on, but my womderful partner comes down three times a day and, aside from a small injection now and then, hand-feeds me the most wonderful meals, and follows up each feeding with a sensuous massage and kissing sesson, of which she only teases me for a short while - she explains to me that she can't "change the program" as it were.  I don't quite understand what she means...

This evening, she came by to replace the sleeves on my twincocks and the suction cups on my swollen nipples.  The carefully removed both metal shafts from my cocks, and for the first time in three weeks I was able to see them again.  If it wasn't for the intense feeling of the cool air on the flesh itself, I wouldn't have known them to be my own.  Again, they have grown considerably, and looking at the sleeves that my lady friend was holding, I was amazed that they were being held within for all this time, for their thickness rivals the thickness of her wrists.  Now that they are free and not restricted, they have swollen considerably and, to my view, almost look obscene.

She approaches me again after laying down the cold metal shafts and returns with a set of replacement suction cups - for my nipples, no doubt.  My chest has continued to grow in the past few weeks, no doubt due to whatever these injections are, and while I was unable to fathom the growth behind my twincocks, I was able to see my breasts growing with each passing day.  The ends of these hoses have a large bulb placed at the tip - I have seen these before, they allow the milk to flow freely - well, freer than before, at least.  She gently removes the suction cups tugging gently at my flesh, and to my surprise, they too have swollen somewhat.  My assistant gives a gasp as she marvels at my nipples, of which I was aware, since I could sense them growing down the suction tubing.  At this point, they are as thick as my friend's index finger and I estimate maybe an inch in length.  The pink flesh throbs in time with my heartbeat, eager for release.

...While I do not know what my lady thinks of what I've become (or what I am becoming), within my mind, I look gorgeous... as does my very beautiful assistant...

With a gentle lick upon my nipples and aureole causing us both to moan, she sets the new subction bulbs on.  I can instantly tell that the suction behind these tubes are greater, as the milk from my swollen breasts instantly begins to be suckled, and I cannot help but thrust my chest forward as the milk flows.  I can see the milk collecting in the bulb, almost filling it up.  I am concerned that the suction is too great, but I hold my tongue.

Or rather, my wonderful pertner holds it for me with her lips.  I moan deeply into the kiss as I gently thrust myself against her body, pressing myself against her as much as I could, due to my chain restraints.  She smirks with a bit of an evil look in her face, seeing my restictions, then removes her full-length gown, allowing me to look over her marvelous body.

She looked just as beautiful as the day she first "arrived" in my holding cell, her long brown hair spilling over her shoulders, her large yet perky breasts almost hovering in front of her... her body was gorgeous.  Slim and fit, and so tempting to me... I could feel my cocks throb in time to my heartbeat yet again, swelling impossibly larger than before, upon watching her body.  My breathing rapidly degenerated into a series of short gasps and breaths, as if being excited without being touched.  She lays down in front of me, spreading her silky legs, exposing her glistening pussy to me, gently massaging herself, cupping her breast, moaning softly.  I begin to moan in response, my body aching for release, yet with no end in sight.  I swivel gently on the chain, attempting futilely to want to press against the beautiful, gorgeous woman in front of me, who continues to tease me, smiling and sighing as she wantonly flashes her large pussy...

In the haze of my sexual thoughts, I am analyzing her, examining her.  Does she look... different somehow?  Her face is the same, but... I continue to stare at her, taking in every inch of her light-coloured skin, increasing my frenzy while also increasing my thoughts.  Why is she presenting herself like this?  She looks... bigger.  Her hands working over her body... She looks as if she is being ...made for me.  She smiled, continuing to gently caress herself, and I desperately wanted to be the one to feel my hands on her skin...

Almost as if she heard my thoughts, she slowly rose from the ground and came to hug me tightly.  As she did so, she whispered in my ear, "I am yours..." I can say nothing more than kiss her neck and press myself against her warm, gentle skin...

...a sudden unexpected pin prick and I lose conciousness...

...to be continued...